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CHAPTER V.

Huﬂug thus, In & word, revealed

ambitlon for a career ubove |

murts and polling booths

breathed more deeply thag '

and, turning his face from
he lovely companion whom he had
15t made his confidant, gazed out at
hé duncers with an expression in
hich there was both sternness and &
tempt for the squalld lives of the
mlchhad Midlanders before. hlm.
owever, among them he marked his
m and his somber grundeur re
momentarily; a more genial
light came Into his eyes.

- Isabel was dancing with the queer-
looking duck; and it was to be poted
the lively gentloman's galt was
" more sednte than it had been with
ﬁllu Fanny Minafer, but not less dex-

. and authoritative. He saw
and the beautiful Lucy on the

and nodded to them., George

his hand waguely: he had a
mentary return of that Inexplicable
pneasiness and resentment which bad

puseed him downstalrs,
~ *How lovely your mother 1s!" Lucy

' ]

: “I think she 13,” he ngreed gently.
“She's the gracefulest woran in that
How wondem;]ly they dance

i DT

|1'r gether!"

*Who1"
~ “Your mother and—and the queer-
bnldng duck,” sald Lucy. “I'm golng
fo dance with hlin pretty soon.”
“1 don't eare—so long as you don't
him ope of the numbers that
tﬂ me".
'-nr to remember,” she sald,
’ﬂhtﬁllly lifted to her face
2 bouquet. of violets and lilles, n
ture which George noted wltlmut

i.

‘Al 1,
1 “M here! Who sent ‘you those
f' ¢r8 you keep makin' such a fuss
‘“Ih did.”
“Who's ‘he? ™
~ “The queer-looking duck."
Gnofgo feared no such rival; he
Inughed londly, “I &'pose he's some
old widower!” he $ald, the object
described seeming Ignominloun
suough to & person of elghteen, with-
out additional characterization.
" Lucy became serious et once, “Yes,
‘he 18 a widower,” she sald. *I ought
to have told you before; he's my fa-
‘ther."
George stopped laughing abruptly.
'Well, that's & horse on me, If I'd
‘known he was your father of course
I wolldn't have made fun of him. I'm

"NM counld make fun of him"
sald quietly.
—*m:,- couldn't they?"
“It wounlda't make him funny:
iwould only make themselves silly.”
Upon_this George had a gleam of
ence. "Weu I'm not going to

yelY gy any more, then: ¥
nt to take chances like that
fith you. But I thought he wag the
girls' unclé. He came with

"
1

1

“You," she sald; “T'm always late
o everything: I wouldn't let them
mit for me. We're visiting the
i “About time I knew that! You for-
ol my being so fresh about your fa-
ther, will you? Of course he's a dis-
finguished-looking man, in a way.”
was still serions. “‘In a
wE: F " ghe repeated. “You mean,
ot In your way, don’t you?"
( Ceorge was perplesed. “How do
jou mean: not In my way?"
| “People often say ‘Yo a way and
‘rathes dlm:mhed Iooking' or

R IV.~Fugens waa an ol ad- |’

‘but that was befors I was born."

n‘: a man being - ds
i that size can't
ved a8 well u3 & man
eleven and a half can.”
a atralghtforward soul,

- Rib&hon Mootk " Tty nothing”
mm WWM consented to look forward agmin.

Dmﬂi !ﬂ:& young Mlnnm gens right” Helaoghed. “I guppose your

l.ﬂ”

don't krow about gmrrajly' I carriuge to go (hat fast!”
esE he pots plenty of toadying; but
ere's certalnly n lot of people that tlmes"”
glad to expréss thelr opihions

oty *th !'"hb‘:uwb mm "
| Ve Ve ' "What's the ul:tu' with him7*
| EL«; e ""‘.’ ' “Too much Amb
to practicé law b -, ir one thing,
d more dabty than
'ﬁ all up before be I
question le
cenary, I take it: you want
iz trug worth before proceeding t*\(l-‘JIJ

ther wi I.ht:h;e(lnuglter. lcnmmt “.?} Yot th“&
nt— “-' n.{fl

form you, though I notlee &igns |
considerable prosperity In that
coming dress of hers, However,
never can tell. It is an age wl:eil
ery sacrifice Is made for the ym
and how your own poor mother man-
aged to provide those genuine
studs for you out or her allowance
ﬁ-o“pqa,h' father I ean't—

Oh, up!” sald the nephew.
nnduﬂ{% This Illﬂflnm-mmr:n—“ ql

“Mr. Fugéne Morgan,” hls unole
.@;& «Politepess requires that}
the young should—" “EBmEREs |

“I guess the ‘young’ didn't know
‘much mbout pollteness In your duy™

It o her eyes when she looks at him.
Il;y Lord! What does she, see when
L &he looks at him?"

| Morgan's odd expression of genial
apprebension  decpened  whimsically,
“She sees something that we don‘t
““ he sald,

“What does she sea?”

AL e e i,
Kinney Inughed alowd. “Well,

she #oes an angel when she looks at
Gﬂ"‘gﬂ? Minafer she's a funoler wom-
un than I thought she was!"

George interrupted. *“I understand
that Mr. Eugene Morgan used to be
a great friend of the familyy The way
he was danelng with Aunt Fanny—"

Amberson laughed. “I'm afrnld
your Auvnt Fanny's heart wus stirred
by anclent rocollections, Georgle."”

“You mennt she used to be silly
about him?"

“She wasn't consldered siogular™
sidd ‘the uncle, *“He was—he was
popular, Could you bear a question$"

“HPerhaps she §s" sald Morgan. “But
that’s what sho sppg ™

“My Lord! It's ensy to see yon've
only known him an hodr oF 80. In
thitt titme hove yon looked at Georgle
wml soen wnoat ~

HiND. All |
rood-looking f-

11
nw was a remarkably
wi-hoy with the pride
of 8atan and n set of nlce new draw-
ingsroom ra that he probably
souldn’t use more than half an hoor

manne

“Are You Engaged to Anybody?”

at least. “See here!” he sald. “Are
you enguged to anybody?"

llNo."

Not wholly mollified, he shrugged
his shouiders. “You seem to know a
good many peoplel Do you live fn
New York?™ : ' .

“No.. We don't live anywhere.”

t do you mean: you don't live
roywhere 7"

“We've lived all over,” she answered,

“Papa used to live here in this town,

“What do you keep movlng around
po for? Is he a promoter?”

“No, He's an Inventor.”

“What's ha invented ¥

| mally, It Is true,

“Just lately,” sald Lucy, “he's been
working on a new kind of horseless
carriage.”

“Well, I'm sorry for him"” George
sald, In no unkindly spirit. “Those
things are never golnyr to amount 1o
anything, People aren't going 1o
spend thelir lives lying on thelr hacks
in the road und letting grease drip in
thelr fuces.”

“Papa’'d be so grateful” she re-
turned, “if he could have your ad-
vice."

 Instantly George's face became
flushed. “I don’t know that I've done
anything to be Insulted for!"” he said. |

“I don't see that whnt I said was par- | |

%icularly fresh."

“No, indeed "

“Then what do you—"

8he laughed gayly. “I don't! And
I don't mind your being such a lofty
person at all. I think it's ever so
interesting—but papa’s a great mun!”

“Is he? George dechded to be
good-natured. “Well, let us hope so.
I hope so; I'm sare”

Looking at him keealy, she saw tha!
the magnificent youth was iperedibly
Bincere In this bit of graclousness.
She ghook her head in gentle wonder.
“I'm just beginning to understand,”
she said,

“Understand what?”

*What it means to be a real Am-
berson In this town. Papa told wme
something ubout it before we came,
but I see he didn't say half enough!”

George superbly took this all for
tribute. “Did your father say he
knew the family before he left here?”

“Yes. I believe he was particularly
g friend of your Uncle George; and
he didn't say so, but 1 Imagine he
‘must have known your mother very
well, too. He wasn't an Inventor
then; he was a young Inwyer. The
town was smaller In those days, and
1 belleve he was quite well Enown"

“] dare say. I've no doubt the fum-
fly are all very glad to sée him back,
especlally If they used to have him )
at the house a good deal, as he told®
you."

“1 don't think he meant to boast of |
i, ghe jsaid. “He spoke  quite
enlmmly,” “ghe retorted, as her partner
for the next dance arvived,

She took wing away on the brécze
of the waltz, and George, having
stared gloomily after her for a few
moments, postponed filling an engage-
ment, and strolled round the flucty-
ating outskirts of the dance to where
his uncle, Geqgrge Amberson, stood
amilingly watchlng, under one of the

rose-vine arches at the onuunce te
the room,

“Hello, young nnmanke,"-sald the
uncle. “Why lingers the laggard heel
of the dancer? Haven't you got .
partner?”

"Ih‘: ﬂwu m waim alr

T ¥

| explosive emphasis,

ata time with "

“*Then what—"

#Morh.
sMothers =
the angel |
the mother the =on has gol An
to shpw, h 1 "hen
somebody's throwr the
sees IUs o
gel to nct like o o
tirely right chout fhae!*

Kioney lawghed and put his hand
on his fricnd's shoulder, “I pemem-
ber what o follow yon alwiys were
o argue,” he sald. "You mean Geor-
zle BQ:\:I!'--r is us much of an angel
A8 any murderer Is, und that Georgle's
mother s always right.”

“I'm afrald she ulways has been,”
Morgan said lightly,

The friendly band remalned upon
his shoulder. “She was wring once,
old fellow. At least, so It seemed to
ma."

“No,” sald Morgan,
wardly, *“No—"

Kinney relleved the slight embar-
ruggment that had come apon both
of them : he laughed again, “Walt i
vou kaow young Georgle a little bet-
ter,” he sald, “Something tell§ me
rou're going to clauge your mind
thout having an angel to show, If you
<e¢ anything of him!”

“You menn beauty's In the aye of
the heholder, and the angel Is ull In
he eye of the mother, If you werd
i piinter, Fred, you'd palnt mothers
with angels' gyes holding imps in
thedr Me, T'll stick to the old
i o umdd the cherahs,

Mr. Kinpey looked nt him musingly.

nmebody's eyes must have been

otty  angelie,” he sald, “if they've
|heep  persuading you that
".lh wnfer I8 a {'lmruhl"

“They are,” sald Morgan heartily.
'1]-.».-_\"1'@.' more. angelle than ever"
And as 8 new flourish of musle sound-
ed overhead he threw away his ciga-
rette and jJumped up briskly. “Good-
by: I've got this dance with her."

“With whom?"

“"With Isabel!™

The grizzled Mr. Kinney affected to
rub his eves. *“It startles me, your
| Jumping up like that to go and dance
[with Isabel Amberson! Twenty years
seemi to have passed—but have they?
Tell me, hgve you danced with poor
old Fanny, too, thls evenlng?”

“Twice ™

“My Lord!" Kinney groaned half
In earnest. “Old times starting all
over agaln! My Lora!"
| “Old times?" Morgan laughed gay-
ly from the doorway. “Not a bit!
| There aren’t any old tlmes. When

times are gone they're not old ;
ing, on the second ﬂOOl‘ and had dead! There aren't any times but

found a grizzied gentleman lounging ,ew times I"
In solitary possession, |

“'Gene Morgan!” this person ex-
clalmed, rising with great heartiness.
“1 don't helieve you know me "

“Yes, I do, Fred Kinney " Mr. Mor-
gan returned with equal friendliness.
“Your real face—the one 1 used to  ppe
know—It's just underneath the one gnn ml:‘pp:;:;:nc:a;t :Islssn::‘uczmﬂolz
you're masquerading In tonight. You George's fast cutter, proved so charm-
ought to have hﬂl}lﬁd It more if you ing that her escort was stFicken to
wanted a disgulge.” I soft words Instagfly and failed to con-

“Twenty years!" sald Mr. Kinney. irol a poetic Impulse. “You look |
[ “It makes some différence In faces, jjja—" he. sald. “Your face Inuh
but more in behavior!™ like—it looks llke a snowflake on a

“It does so!" his friend agreed with lump of conl. I mean a—a snowflake
thut would be a roseleaf too!"

They sat and smoked. [ “Perhaps you'd better look at the

"However,” Mr, Morgan remarked rsins” she returned. “We almost up-
presently, “I stll dance lke an In | <01 Just them”
dian. Don't you? George declined to heed this advice.

“No. 1 leave that to my boy Fred. “pocanse fhers’s too much pink In
He does the dancing for the family." vour cheeks for a gnowfinke,” he con- |

“I suppose he's upstalrs hard at' fnped.
ity | spow-white und rose-red—"

“No, he’s not here.” BMr. Kinney| «We're golng pretty fast, Mr. Ming-
glanced toward the open door and| rert”
lowered his voice. “He wouliln't come |  «well, vou see, T'm only here for
1t sceme thut u couple of years 6| wo weeks™

“What do you 'mean: could 1 ! husting.
benr—"

“1 only wanted to ask: Ido you take
thid same pussionate Interest In the
parents of every girl you duoce with?
Berbups It's o now feshion wo, old
bachelors ought to (gke up: Is it the
thing this Fonr po—"

*Oh, go ou!" gald Goorge,
tway. 1 only ®anted to know—" He
teft  the sentence unfinlshed, and
abd crossad th@ rooln to where a girl
sat, waltlng for hbs. nobility to find
time to fu'dd his contragt with her
for this dunce,

“Pardon ' keep' wait,” hu muttered,
a8 =he rose brightly to meet him; and
she seomed plensed that he came at
ull, He danced with her perfunctor-
rily, thinkivg the while of Mr, Eugene
Morgun and his daughter. Strangely
enough his thoughts dwelt more upon
the father than the daughter, though
George could not possibly have glyven
] renason—even to himself—for this
disturbing preponderance,

By an coincldence, though not an
odd one, the thoughts and conversa-
tion of Mr. Eugene Morgan st this
very time were concerned with
George Amberson Minafer, rather css
Mr. Morgnn had res
tired to a room set apart for smok-

' snld Motgan,
I In 18 hecnuse
If It's shown to
nngel

mother only
ed an-
vil—and she's en-

ooy
msgu

moving

a little awk-

lngis,

“Geno Morgan!’

that he seemed already to have be-
gun danclog,
|

CHAPTER VL.

*1 mean the slelgh!™ she explained,
“We're not the only people on the
stre‘et, you know,"

sn ago he had a row with rm:rar,:1
Georgle Minafen Fred was president
of a literary club they had, and he
sald thls Georgie Minafer got himself | “Oh. theyll keep out of the way.
elected Instead, In an overbearing| “Thst's very patriclan chariotecer-
| sort of way. Fred's very bitter about |Ing, but it seems to me a horse like
Mamwwmaaeot'hmm He this needs guldonce. I'm sure he's

he'd m m\u_l ot -ll anﬂuum

» H'l ! .

|.“'||

. I suppose,| Evidently she declded not to defend
And for another, his
motl:er Just fell down and worshiped
(him from the day he was born. He
‘thinks he's g little tin god on wheels
-—aml Lonestly It makes some people | lomd, eontinuous Jingling of sleigh-
weak and slek Jns! to think shont
-splrited, Intelll- panting Jets of vapor, darted at the
Amberson, actys
ally sits and worships nimi{ You can
{lear it In her volee when she speaks
18 him or speaky of him, You can see

1 SO it | =8H

Georgle i

they're |

And he vanlshed in such s manner |

“What's that falry story about |

-y

sald George; but
"He can trot under three inutes, all
futhier thinks he ean bulld a horseless

“Tlhey go that fast alteady, some!

“Yos" sald George; “they do—for
Intmut a handred feet! Then they give
yell and burn up.”

rI:l'-!' father's faith in horseless car
riages, for she laughed and sald noth-
Jitu. The cold alr was polka-dotted
with anowflakes, and tremhled to the
bolle. Boys and girls, all aglow and
passing sleighs to ride on the runners,
or sought to rope their sleds to any
yohicle whatever, but the fleetest no
more thnn Just ‘touched the ﬂ:lng cnt-
ter, though a hundred soggy mittens
grasped for It, then reeled and whirled
Gl sometimes the wearers of those
daring mittens plunged flat In the
snow and lay a-sprawl, reflecting.

But there came panting and chug-
ging up that flat thoroughfare a thing
which some day was (o spoll all thelr
sleightime merriment—save for the
rashest and most disobedlent. It was
vaguely like a topless surrey, but cum-
prous with unwholesome excrescences
fore and aft, while underneath were
spinning leather belts and something
thut whirred and howled and seemed
to stagger. The ride-stealers made no
‘ ittempt to fasten their sleds to a con-
ftrivanee so nonsensical and yet §o
fearsome, Instead they gave over thelr
sport und concentrnted all thelr ener-

sies in thelr Tungs, so that up and
‘ lown the street the one ory shrilled
“OIt 2 hosa! Git & hoss!
Mister, why don't you git
But the mahout In charge,
¢ solitnry on the front seat, was
erned—he  Inoghed, and now

Ineked o snowball with
hls good-nature. It was
Morgrn who exhiblted so
mntenanes between
a dedr-giaiier
of n In<zy gray ulster,
'GIt o hogs!" the chlldren shrieked,
and groffer veldes joined them, “Git
W hoss! Gita hm\‘:u! Git o hoss 1™

George Minafer wus correct thus
fiir ; the twelve miles an hour of such
A muachine would pever overtauke
Goorge's trotter, The cutter was al-
ready scurrying betweea the stone pll-
lars at the entrance to Amberson ad-
dition,

“That's my grandfather’s,”” sald
George, nodding toward the Amberson
manslon,

“I ought to know that!" Lucy ex-
clulmed, “We stayed there late enough
inst night: papa and I were plmost
the Iast to go. He and your mother
and Miss Fanny Mipafer got the mu-
sitlans to play another waltz when
everybody else had gone downstalrs
and the fiddles were belng put away
In their cases, Papa danced part of
it with Mlss Minafer and the rest with
yvour mother, Mlss Mlinafer's your
nunt, isn't she?”

“Yes; she lives with us. That’s our
house just beyond grandfather's,” Ha
wived a sealskin gauntlet to indlente
the house Major Amberson hnd bullt
for Isubel as a wedding gift, He
trowned s they passed a closed car-
ringe and pale. The hody of this com-
fortable vehlele I slightly to one
i the paint wius old senmed
| with hundreds of minute criacks like
| Hrtle rlvers on a binek maop; the
onchman, a fat and elderly darky,
emed to drowse upon the box: but

inereasingly :
(it 8 hoss!
a hoss?
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"There's Your Grandfather
Sald Luey.

Now,™

|
the open window afforded the occn-

pants of the cufter a glimpse of a
| tired, fine old face, a silk hat, a pearl
tie and an astrachan collar, evidently
out to take the alr.

| “There's your grandfather now,”
| said Lucy, “Isn't it?"

| George's frown was not relnxed,
| “Yes, it Is: and he ought to give that
rat frap away and sell thase old
| horses. They're a disgrage, all shagey
| —not even clipped. 1 suppose he
| doesn't notice it—people pet awful
|funn_v when they get old; they seem
| 10 lose their self-respect, sort of.*

"He seemed # renl Brommell to ma™
ghe aald,
i “Oh, he keeps up about what he
wears, well enough, but— Another
thing I don't think he ought to allow:
il. good many people bought hig lots

‘thelr yards thut way. All he'd have to

highw. und 1I.ey'd nell part of The
yords and let the people that bought

ft bulld on It to live in, tl they

haven't hardly any of "em got big, open
yurds any more, and It's getting all
built up. The,way it used to be it waeq
A gentleman's country ‘estats, and
that's the wny my grandfuther ought
to Keep 1t. He lets these people take
too many lberties: they do anything
they want to."

“But how could he stop them?*
Lucy asked, surely with reason. “If
he sold them the land It's thelrs, lsn't
nr

George remained sereme In the face
of this apparently difficult gquestion.
“Ha ought to have all the tradespsople
boycott the familles that sell part of

do would be to tell tha tradespeopls
t_hay g uldn't get any more orders
family if they didn’t do 1"

!‘ram ‘the famlily? What family?®,

¥Our family,” sald George, mpu-. .
turbed. “The Ambersons.”

“I gee I'""she murmured, and eﬂdﬂ
ly she did see something that he did
not, for, ulhellrt:edhermul!tohu.
face he asked:

“What are you laughlng at now?™

y

“You always seem (o have some
little secret of your own to get happy
over!"

“iAlways!'" she exclalmed. “What
a big word, when we only met last
night 1" _

“That's another case of it,” he sald,
with obvious sincerity. “One of the
reasons I don't llke you—much!—ig
you've got that way of seemlpg qul-
etly superior to everyhody else

“I1* ghe cried. *I have?"

“Oh, you think you keep it sort of
confidentlal to yourself, but it's pla.ll
enough! T don't belleye In that kind
of thing. 1 think the world's llke this?
there's a few people’ that thelr birth
and position, and, 80 on, puts them at
the top, and they ought to treat each
other entirely 03 eguals FHis volca
hetrayed a Uttle emotion ss be added,
“I wouldn't speak like this to every-
bady."

“Tou
deepest cresd—or code, what
Is—io met”

“Go on; make fan of It, then!™
George sald bitterly. “You do think
you're terribly clever]! It makes me
tired 1™

“¥Well, as you don't Uke my seeming
‘qulietly superior,' ufter this Fll be nols-
ily superior,” she returned cheerfully,
“We aim to please!"

“I had a notion before I eame foe
you today that we were golng to quar-
rel,” he sald.

“No, we won't; It takes two!" She
lpughed and waved her muff toward &
new house, not quite completed, stand-
ing In a flald upon thelr right. They
had pussed beyond Amberson addition
and were leaving the northern fringes
of the town for the open country.
“Isn't that a beantiful house!" she ex-
claimed. “Papa and I eall It our Bean-
tiful House."

George was not pleased.
belong to you?"

“Of course not!

mean you're confldlng your
ever It

“Does 1t

Papa brought me
out here the other day, driving In his
michine, and we both loved it. It's se
spaclous and dignified and plain”

“Yes, it's plain eovogh (" George
grunted.

“Yet (t's lovely: the gray-green roof
nnd shutters glve just nnnuq: color,
with the trees, for the long white
walls, It seems to be the finest house
I've seéen in this part of the country.”

George was outrnged by an enthu-
glasm 80 ignorant—not ten minutes
*ago they had possed the Amberson
muansion. *“Is that a sample of your
taste in architecture?” he asked.

“Yes, Why?"

“Because It strikes me you betier go
somewhere and study the subject &
little I™

Lucy looked puzzled. “What makes
you have so much feellng about It?
Have I offended you?"

**OMended” nothing!" George re-
turned brusquely. “Glirls usoally
think they know It all as soon M;
they've learned to dance and dress and
flirt a little, They never know nny'
thing about things llke architecture,
for instance. That house was abont
a8 bum a house ms any house I ever
saw "

He spoke of It In the past tense, be-
cause they had now left it far behind
them—a human habit of curlous sig-
nificance. “It was llke a house meant
for a street In the city. What kind
of a house was that for people of
any taste to baulld out here In the coun-
tryt" »

“But papa ssys it's bullt that way

on purpose. There are a lot of other
houses being bullt In this direction,
and papa says the city’s comlng out
this way; and In a year or two that
house will be right in town."”
"It was a bum house, anyhow,” sald
George crossly, *I don't even know
the people that are bullding it. They
say d lot of riffraff come to town every
year nowadays and there's other riff-
raff that have always llved here, and
have made a little money, and act as
It theéy owned the place. Uncle Syd-
ney was talking about it yesterday:
he says he and some of his friends are
orgunizing a country club, and already
some of these riffraff are worming Into
it—people he never heard of at all!
Anyhow 1 guess it's preity clear you
don't know u great deanl about archl
tecture,”

She demonstrated the completencas
of her amlabifity by lawrting, “T'U

( Continued on Page 7.)

Refuses His Own Medicine.
Reform 8 always intended for tha
other man, Never was a reforwer who
preseribed It for himself~Columbla

and they bullt houses on ‘em; then
imm-tuwmm
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